she had given birth to two children, had created a com-
fortable home, and had enjoyed innumerable hours of
physical companionship with her husband. Yet now that
she tried to divine what his attitude might be to certain
issues, she found herself at a loss. For the first time she
began to analyse her husband's disposition, attempted to
fathom the main aspects of his character, to recall little
incidents which might elucidate him. The deeper she
delved, the more did fear oppress her. . . .

He sat reading, his face brightly illuminated by the
electric lamp. It seemed to her that she was looking at a
stranger. His massive and noble brow reflected the
energy of his mental activity; his mouth was perhaps too
firm, and bespoke an excess of severity and a lack of the
power to yield. Manly features, full of strength, in which
she was surprised to discover beauty. Irene would have
liked to look into his eyes^ but they were cast downward
upon the book he was reading. She felt sure they would
have revealed more than the whole of the rest of his
person. They must hide the real secret of his character.
She gazed, wonderingly, at his profile. Would he dis-
miss her backsliding with a caution? Or would he con-
demn her? . . . The man was a stranger; the clean-cut
profile alarmed her; and yet it was a beautiful profile, as
she recognized for the first time in all these years. ... It
was a pleasure merely to look at him, a pleasure which
filled her with pride. . . . He suddenly lifted his eyes,
and Irene shrank back into the dark so that the ardent
question in her own gaze might not betray her.

For three days she did not leave the house. The ser-
vants began to wonder at this sudden change in her
habits. Her children, too, and especially the boy,
noticed that Mummy never went out now, and asked her
why. The governess talked the thing over with anyone
who was willing to listen. Irene did her best to appear
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